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No.  I 

MANS     DAYS 

SUDDEN  wakin',  a  sudden  weepin'; 

A  11*1  suckin',  a  li'l  sleepin'; 

A  cheel's  full  joys  an'  a  cheel's  short 

sorrows, 
Wi'  a  power  o'  faith  in  gert  to-morrows. 


Young  blood  red  hot  an'  the  love  of  a  maid ; 

One  glorious  day  as'll  never  fade ; 

Some  shadows,   some  sunshine,  some   triumphs, 
some  tears, 

An'  a  gatherin'  weight  o'  the  flyin'  years. 


2     UP-ALONG   AND   DOWN-ALONG 

Then  old  man's  talk  o'  the  days  behind  'e ; 
Your  darter's  youngest  darter  to  mind  'e ; 
A  li'l  dreamin',  a  li'l  dyin' ; 
A  li'l  lew  corner  o'  airth  to  lie  in. 
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No.  II 
COCK-CROW 

THE  moon  has  set,  the  prophets  of  the 
morning, 
Sonorous    and    defiant,    shrill     and 
clear, 

Under  the  starlight  echo  forth  a  warning : 
'  The  Lord  of  the  Day  is  near ! ' 

A  sense  of  light  unseen  is  slowly  growing 

O'er  weald  and  wold  ere  yet  the  dawn's  un- 
furled— 

Ere  yet  the  God,  on  stairs  of  gold  aglowing, 

Climbs  up  the  edge  o'  the  world. 


I.      UP-ALONG  AND   DOWN- ALONG 

Rare  is  the  sunrise  savour  of  the  grasses, 
Fragrant  the  odours  in  untrodden  ways, 

And  breath  of  flowers ;  yet  no  sweet  surpasses 
The  incense  of  new-born  days. 


No.  Ill 
A    DEVON    COURTING 

BIRDS  gived  awver  singin', 
Flittermice  was  wingin', 
Mist  lay  on  the  meadows — 
A  purty  sight  to  see. 
Downlong  in  the  dimpsy,  the  dimpsy,  the  dimpsy- 

Downlong  in  the  dimpsy 
Theer  went  a  maid  wi'  me. 
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Two  gude  mile  o'  walkin', 
Not  wan  word  o'  talkin', 
Then  I  axed  a  question 
An'  put  the  same  to  she. 
Uplong  in  the  owl-light,  the  owl-light,  the  owl- 
light— 

Uplong  in  the  owl-light 

Theer  corned  my  maid  wi'  me. 
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No.  IV 
WIND     OF    THE     WEST 

I    BEAR  the  banner  of  the  sun  at  noon ; 
I  light  the  million  jewelled  lamps  of  June  ; 
I  weave,  from  sky  and  purple  sea  below, 
The  rosy  cradle  where  a  baby  moon 
Rocks  in  the  afterglow. 

Awake,  ye  bells,  shine  out,  ye  stars  of  Spring ; 
And  let  the  music  of  the  wild  wood  ring ; 

Deck  my  dear  harp  anew  with  golden  green — 
My  ancient,  forest  harp,  whereon  I  sing 
Of  all  this  budding  scene. 


8     UP-ALONG  AND  DOWN-ALONG 

A  song  of  rainbows  gleaming  on  the  rain  ; 
Of  sap  and  scent  and  sunlight  come  again  ; 

Of    the    young    laughing    year's    unmeasured 

mirth  ; 
Of  quickened  Nature's  mother-pang,  whose  pain 

Forewent  his  vernal  birth. 


Joyful  and  sad,  as  plain-song  from  the  pine, 
Where  wood-doves  woo,  melts  liquid  into  thine, 
Thou  amber  mavis  with  the  raptured  heart — 
Even  so  this  leaf-borne  melody  of  mine 
Shall  play  its  peaceful  part. 


No.  V 

BLUE     EYES 

H,  Daisy  dear,  wi'  eyes  so  blue, 
Come   tell   me  quick  an'   come  tell 
me  true, 

If  I  be  your  man,  or  the  chap  in  grey — 
Him  as  carried  your  basket  but  yesterday, 
Him  as  drove  'e  to  market  but  yesterday." 

"  Why,  Peter  Chugg,  now  doan't  'e  frown, 
An'  doan't  'e  look  up,  nor  yet  look  down, 

But  look  'e  straight  into  my  eyes  so  blue — 
For  'tis  theer  you  may  larn  whether  I  love  you  ; 
For  'tis  theer  you  can  see  whether  I  love  you." 

D  q 


io     UP-ALONG  AND  DOWN-ALONG 

Then  Peter  stared,  wi'  all  his  might, 

An'  thought,  poor  sawl,  as  he'd  seen  aright ; 

But  uplong  to  worship  the  next  Sunday, 
If  her  wadden  axed  out  wi'  the  chap  in  grey! 
Ess !  he'd  put  up  the  banns,  thicky  chap  in  grey. 


Now  Peter's  swearin',  so  'tis  sayed, 
A  man  be  a  fule  to  trust  a  maid ; 

An'  the  Dowl,  though  black  as  a  parson's  shoe, 
Have  doubtless  got  eyes  of  a  butivul  blue — 
Chugg  knows  that  his  eyes  be  a  butivul  blue. 
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No.  VI 
HYMN    TO   POMONA 

A  SILVER   dew   lies   on   the   Autumn 
grasses, 
Autumnal  sunshine  habits  every  tree ; 
From  each  bejewelled,  bending  bough  there  passes 
Immeasured  sweetness  slowly  up  to  thee, 

Pomorum  Patrona !  Pomorum  Patrona  ! 
O  hear,  as  thou  wast  wont  to  hear  of  old, 
Thou  guardian  goddess  of  the  red  and  gold. 

Banners,  above  thy  orchard  temples  flying, 

Flame  forth  new  splendours  from  each  glowing 

glade, 

And  little  hills  of  scented  light  are  lying 

Beneath  thy  lichened  pillars  in  the  shade, 

Pomorum  Patrona!  Pomorum  Patrona! 

O  give,  as  thou  wast  wont  to  give  of  old, 

Thou  guardian  goddess  of  the  red  and  gold. 
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12     UP- ALONG  AND  DOWN-ALONG 

With  ample  store  abundantly  she  blesses 
Each  nestling  hamlet  of  the  hills  and  plains, 

Shaking  within  their  thirsty  cider-presses 
A  glory  garnered  from  her  woodland  fanes. 
Pomorum  Patrona!  Pomorum  Patrona! 
We  praise  thy  name,  as  men  were  wont  of  old, 
Thou  guardian  goddess  of  the  red  and  gold. 
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No.  VII 
WINTER     SUNRISE 

THERE'S  a  shadow  on  the  starlight  far 
away,  far  away ; 
There's  a  pearl  hid  in  the  mist  so  cold 
and  grey, 
Where  young  Morning,  silver-eyed, 
Steals  along  the  steep  hill-side 
For  to  seek  another  little,  new-born  day, 
For  to  find  and  love  a  little  new-born  day. 


»3 


i4     UP-ALONG  AND  DOWN-ALONG 

There's  a  glory  on  the  granite,  far  away,  far  away ; 

There's  a  rainbow  on  the  mist  so  cold  and  grey. 
Soft  and  rosy  in  her  breast, 
From  the  mountain's  golden  crest, 

Happy  Dawn  doth  bear  another  new-born  day  ; 

Happy  Dawn  doth  bring  a  little  new-born  day. 
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No.  VIII 
WHERE     MY    TREASURE     IS 


TERNAL  Mother,  when  my  race  is  run, 
Will  that  I  pass  beneath  the  risen  sun, 
Suffer  my  sight  to  dim  upon  some  spot 
That  changes  not. 


Let  my  last  pillow  be  the  land  I  love 
With  fair  infinity  of  blue  above; 
The  roaming  shadow  of  a  silver  cloud, 
My  only  shroud. 

A  little  lark  above  the  morning  star, 
Shall  shrill  the  tidings  of  my  end  afar  ; 
The  muffled  music  of  a  lone  sheep-bell 
Shall  be  my  knell. 
*5 
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And  where  stone  heroes  trod  the  Moor  of  old ; 
Where  ancient  wolf  howled  round  a  granite  fold  ; 
Hide  Thou,  beneath  the  heather's  new-born  light, 
My  endless  night. 
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